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perous, he will not bite you. This is the principal
difference between a dog and a man.
Pity is for the living; envy is for the dead.
And so on. Why do these pithy sayings,
coupled with What is Man (1905) and The
Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg, (1899)
and The Mysterious Stranger (1916), sting
and burn to-day? Not, I believe, because there
was any mysterious paradox in Clemens' na-
ture. It was because he reflected the thought
of men who saw the pillars of the old temples
crumbling; because in this Nevada miner, en-
dowed with the surplusage of energy which is
genius, the warfare of the old and the new
was more intense, grander even, than in other
men. Throughout his life he retained a con-
sciousness of the goodness of life, an innate
belief in the antiquated, benevolent universe,
and, for this reason, the impact of subversive
thought upon him was terrific, devastating.
In Tom Sawyer he thus describes a drop of
water falling from a cave stalactite:
That drop was falling when the Pyramids were
new; when Troy fell; when the foundations of
Rome were laid; when Christ was crucified; when
the Conqueror created the British Empire; when
Columbus sailed; when the massacre at Lexington
was "news". It is falling now; it will still be fall-
ing when all these things shall have sunk down
the afternoon of history and the twilight of tradi-
tion, and have been swallowed up in the thick
night of oblivion. Has everything a purpose and
a mission? Did this drop fall patiently during five
thousand years to be ready for this flitting insect's